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Aer 1. 
SCENE I. An Apartment ; Views of Ruins, 


tac and FYAULLO enter... 


WE e i 'vivatnr. | | 
Cow, hither, my good hallo. . 4 
Still truſty ever. Thy moſt zealous ſervice _ R Af 
Hath been attemper'd by a love as ſteady 2» 
As waits on equal fortunes—and thy — *Y 
Looks on hee = 6 whom bs thonghts 
« Find ſanctuary, and his withe#aid. * 1 . 
Aw 
, PAULEO, We 
Tou over-rate my merits, gracious 951 N 
nothing but honeſty, and ſome odd qu af / - 
humour, which IE in lieu bole: 6, 
vice. 


VIVALDI. . x 

And me, Paullo. Spare profeſſions, Heer, 

And then aſſiſt me ſtedfaftly,, Some months 5 
Have now elapſed fince, at Nun lo, 1 ö 
Beheld a lady, whoſe unmateh Perfections 

Made conqueſt of my heart. It was at maſs; 

And holy was her influence: ſhe inſpir d 

A paſſion facred as the ſolemn rites, and pure 

As the white veſtments of their miniſtrant. ] 

ge PAULLO. 


+ 
THE ITALIAN MONK. 
513 rauflp. #5 * 
* more likely, when the nein! is raiſed as 
high as faintly-virtue, it muſt ſettle at laſt upon 
ſome . of frail Nature. 
| T 122 
Mi comment, and obſerve me. Since that time 
I have, in private, often viſited; 14 «# 
And pour'd my ſoul before her; 12 1 me 
With maiden- modeſty, and artleſs trutb, Rs 
But high-uplifted ſenſe of honour ; firm. 


Sep: 1 1 15 

Not to accept me, but with the conſent 20 Tg 
F471: inn 

Of * my parents. 17 th; Sg 
auto. 


That is ; contrary toy all received Mig Pos a 
modern uſage a 20 and conſent 19 
2 wo 1 4 
W WWI e 

vibe ed to Altieri ſtand the ruins © We ings 
Of Fart Paluzzi. You have ſeen, One „ * 
An arch ſuſpended on two rocks; near whuch,” 
As often as I viſited the lady, 

Some thing, of earth or ar I doubt, roſe darkly, 
In form w monk, wrapp'd cloſely in his cowl, 

| And bade me deut ii road to Altieri. l 

| Ee ole, 

f wad PAULLO. . S , 

Schon on my life.- —That meddling peel. 
has pierc d. your ſecret, and by theſe ſtrange 
threats ſeeks: to deter you om your purpoſes, /. 

VIVALDI. 


PI 
MN 


— 


«1% 
0 7 4 Ni 
l * _ - » 4 
C 
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——_—_ 
That I would know for certain. You, good Paullo, 
Shall ſoon as dark attend;me to Altieri 
But ſee, Schedoni come. this way, Retire. 
Some previous ſounding may not be amiſs, 
And his cloſe ou may flame out on ns 
[Eri vauz ro, 


. ; 
4 C 1 , — 7 — 
: 1 N . & © * . & 73. 'f 


* | ; ; 
Enter SCAEDONL, 


a 1 L 4 


ee 2% eee eee 
| Benedicits Health and peace be with you. 


l | VIVALDI-. 15 
. The like to you, mar holy father, 
You find me muſing Y | wrecks of time! 
Theſe faithful portraits of Ta country's ruins, 5 
wonder that my mother has not here | 
e ruins of Paluzzi; cloſe at hand, 


"They might be drawn with eaſe, | 


SCHEDONI, 


1 _*Tis ſo, my fon; 
We flight what lies before us; and our fires, 
Thoſe human ruins mould fz än our vaults, 
Are lee bound, whole i de ne never open. 


_ VIVALDI- 


Father, perhaps you've lately ſeen Paluzzi, 
. (With a glance of ſcrutiny). 


SHEDONI, 


* THE ITALIAN MONK. 


* yu” | 


| SCHEDONI. 
A care veſtige of 5 

That arch between two eos ſuſpended, ene 
Topp'd by the fortreſi-· towers, the other crown'd 
By the tall pine and ſpreading oak, s 
All that we claim for picture, ſaving og 
The human figure, to give life and 
Groups of banditti, ready to burſt out 

On the unguarded traveller; or ſome Monk, 
In his dark veſture, ſtealing from the ſhade, 
Like ſome ſupernal meſſenger of evil, 
Would work it up in true Do" 


schie. 


You "4 moſt richly and I much admire _ 
The: il, that couple monks with your banditt "7" 
vival: Wh 
10 parallel, Your pardon, cer, 
SCHEDONT. 
There s no offence, (With a ghaſtly ſmile, ) 


| My ka tura'd an monks 
From real occurrences ; for though banditti 
 Ne'er ifſued from it, yet J never paſs d 
That ſame Paluzzi, but a monk appear d, A: 
And-fled or faded from my * ſo Wen, | 


4 . . 4 "Y 
LY + s 


2 
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That 1 have thought ths haps was ſpleitual. 

But be it what it may, I hope ere long 10 

Better acquaintance ; and ſhall tell him ſtrongly ö 

Such truths, that Ty dal dare preſume no 5 
longer 

To affect though be did nt nde them 


| sch DONT. 
You ER Ane 0m. 
—_  vivarnt. © | 


EVP 9 3 TA 
It is by other means than my expreſſion. 


n 


74 into a family to wound 


Its peace and honour. Tis the baſe informer, 
The aſperſer of the innocent—who ſtands 
Convicted 1n the perſon now before me. 


I will not here affect to miſ8ybur meaning, 
You think that I have injur'd you—but yet 
I will not truſt myſelf to think you mean 
"Thoſe moſt opprobrious ſtains to light on me. 


8 VIVALDI, 


6 THE IRS 
MTS. bf. 1 5 W LT " 6 : = 

I mean theo on the wretch who, injures me; "oy | 

You beſt know whether ther t to u. 


SCHEDONI. d __ | 
If you direct them only to your dee 
Whate er "Ed were, | have nothing to 4 of 


90 VIVALDI, .\ gb 
Of this be ee ee eas me, 


4 gcHmponr, © IRE 
| Raſh and inſulting boy—Go, weave the web, - 

That ſhall enſnare thy dotage into ruin. 

Haſt thou fo lightly read time” s regiſters,  _ _. . 9 

To dare the gloomy venge e of the cloiſter? 

Though I ſeem wedded to auſterity, 

The iron ſcqurge my exerciſe, my day 

Frozen by abſtinence and hourly prayer, 

Yet, underneath this icy outſide, glows 

As fjerce a flame of maſterleſs ambition, 

As e'er informed the conquerors of earth, 

And wither'd nations in its ſplendid courſe. 

Thy heart ſhall feel me, ſtripling, ere the ſun 

Break from his brilliatichamber in the eaſt, 

And wake thee nest o think of thy Raſalba. 


| Nou to the marchioneſs—If I can work 


Her pride to give the girl to my diſpoſal, 
Exile or feat ſhall ſhut her from his arms. 
{ Ry 
4 _ Enter 


0 — an as deſcribed Were. 


Euter Meni, followtd by raviio with a 
| NMorch. 
GY 21 wolk tt 1:94 VIFALDr.* 
Behold Paullo; . ate hear the 7 
© PAULLO. | | 
Yes, Sig. I had a preſentiment of it—a certain 
odd ſydipathy of the Os" which the 2 
would call trembling. 


thor mort „Ac pes | 1 336% 
How! ſuperſtitipus Paullo'} 


PAULLO.” 


Not the leaſt, Siry but the place neh makes 
a man rummage among the relics of the nur- 
ſery; and though I think I could face any thing 
in the face of day, yet night, and fuch lglguon 

as Paluzzi, make a child of me. * 


WO lb 5 4 
1 f is about the time now, that 1 have been 
croſß d by | this ſtrange viſitant,, 


— . 3 
7 - = . 


PAULLO. niet 
Dia you ever follow it, Nr? . 
2 rr vr 1 3 920 ee, Nl 
W e VAI DI. 


0 — ruſh'd. down the cavern un 
' that arch. But, as I advanced, the faint 'moon- 
Aight could not ſtruggle through the , gloom 
vir \ | | ---the 


Ko 


— — , 


Q— ———— — 
1 


„ ee, eee 
hurry out of the damps for fear of ſuffocation, 


'PAULAO. | 
Well, at all events the torch will allow us to 


ſee the courle he take —if, indeed, it is mere 
monkiſh fleſh and blood. | 


VAI Dt. en 
- this had better for the preſent hide the torch 
\i6 that little — daid-bet 
us watch the projection of the one W which 
he muſt c6ine to take his ſtand. 


PAULLO. 
Huſh, don't you deen ah 
the avenue ? | e 
ih the ſhadow of the fortreſs bet. * 


* PAULLO. "; ad 
beg pardon, Sir; but are you ſure Þ 9a 
heard a voice—for my fancy would eaſily faſhio 
a monk : in ſhort, are you fure it was not al 


moon-ſhine ? 
FIVALDI. 


Certain. I was walking on Tueſday 3 this 
way—and as I now do, caſting à curious eye 
towards the arch, I heard at a diſtance the ſ0- 
lemn murmurs of the pe when turning 


Wy ge on my walk, I fay it. 
1 "4 Enter 


2 - — . 
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Enter MONK. a0 | 


' PAULLO. 
Look ! ſee there ! - comes, 


Nox. 
She i gone for ever from thee. 


VIVAL Dl. 


By heaveg the very ſame. Fly Paullo, bring 
the torch. . Enit. Paullo. 


Stay I beſeech thee, whether of good or evil. 
By what ſtrange pow'r doſt thou know all my 


| ſteps? 
What intereſt binds thee thus to give theſe vals ; 
' 1ngs ? 2h 
Speak 5 to me, now. 
8 MONK. VERS | 
#' Fat ſpeaks by death! Eri. 
vIVyAIpI. 


| * riddler| child of darkneſs ſtop ! (he 
ruſhes after him fword in hand.) + 


Enter rav ro, trembling, with the torch, 


12088 PAULLO,” Win | 

Santa Maria ! protect us. I would call, but I 1 
fear the ſound of my own voice. , Lord, how this 
flame quivers! No; I believe it is my hand 
that ſhakes, | 
bay W C  ., VIVALDI 


10 FHE ITALIAN MONK. 


vIVALDI {at a diſtance.) 


| | Paullo. : / 
By og PAULLO; 
in What's that? my name! 
| S, b * 
> VIVALDI. 
Paullo. FE 
PAULLO. 


Yes, it's my name ſure enough. 


| - ot | VIVALDI. 


1 the torch this way. 


PAULLO. 

I beg to be excus'd, There are times and ſea- 
[ | ſons for all things. What can animal courage do 

| againſt the devil—I beg his pardon. 
| (The monk comes behind him, and then, d. 
: vancing, glares upon him in a menacing. 
manner, and exit at the fide ſcene.) | 
{PAVLLO falls upon his er. Wants and * 
tyrs guard me+ - | 
15 | Enter vivALD1. 
 VIVALDE. | 
|} 3 again eſcap'd me. Paullo, where are 

| you ? trons what upon the ground ? ariſe. 


— — 


de ina 


PAULLO. 
Holy power forgive me! I'm a poor 0 
drawn into profaneneſs by a maſter it is my duty 
4 * to 


. — . — — wo ae nets — 22285 e — — —ʒädö — — 
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to follow. Forbear to touch me!] feel it in my 
marrow, and my blood i is frozen. (hiding 8 


Kill. 


VIVALDI. 
Why, „ are you mad ? 

PAULLO. 
No doubt of 1 it, Sir, ſpirit—angel. 

VIVALDI. | 
Come, Sir, rouze yourſelf— tis I. Vivaldi . 

to you. 
PAULLO. 


No: ye—can it? O Lordi. yes, it is my 
maſter—cover me, defend a poor, fond, be 


ſinner—{clings to him.) 
VIVALDL. 


Come, look up, there is no danger—The vil- 
lain eſcap'd me, Why did'nt you being the light ? 
PAULLO, 

I was coming, Sir, —when all of a ſudden 1 
heard myſelf called, and turning my head cauti- 
ouſly over my right ſhoulder, which a man does 
when not very bold in a ſervice of danger, there I 


ſaw 
VIVALDI, 
Saw what 7 the monk ! 
PAULLO. 4 


It was like a monk—that i is, it had à cowl on 
— little open, His face ſeemed the ſpectre of a 
157 e 2 long 


— —— — — 


a 
* 


12 Tu ITALIAN'MONK. | | 
long faſt—He glared upon me with eyes flaming 


in ſockets a foot deep in his head, and the motion 


of his arm, the very wind of it laid me proſtrate 


on the ground. A bell tolls ſuddenly at a di/- 
tance—the monk at the top of the ftage ſpeaks.) 
Vivaldi, hark! the knell of death ſounds hea- 
vily ! all is accompliſhed. _ I Exit. 


VIVALDI. 


Ves, death is in that gale | I feel it here, 


It tells me that the faireſt flower of earth 


Is dropt into the duſt—its perfume gone. 


Yet I will run and claſp her to my heart, 


N ooe her cold relics to benumb my life, 


And even in death be wedded to Roſalba. Exit. 


PAULLO. 


e my dear maſter ! Hear your ſervant. 
| [ Exis. 


* 


A Cottage near ROSALBA'S—FIORESCA enters Z 
making Nets. —( Sings.) 


A I R—tiortsca. 


; I. 
Other maidens bait their hooks, 
With practis'd glances, tender looks ; 
And ſtudy tricks from ſubtle books, 
| 8 bold che lover faſt. 


gl. Teen 


* . — we 
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Their golden line of locks ſo fine, 
Before his ſimple eye they caſt, 
With bending bait, and ſwimming gait, 
To make him ſure at laſt. | 
Nonny, nonny, nonnino, 
Nonny, nonny, nonnino, 
Nonny, nonny, nonnino, 
To make him ſure at laſt, 
8 ; 
When the village youth would bear . 
Me trinkets, from the diſtant fair ; 
However they were rich or rare, 
7 My Paullo pleas'd me beſt: 
What tho' the work of coſtly art, 
They called for praiſe in every part, 
My Paullo with it gave his heart; 
And what was all the reft ? 
Nonny, nonny, &c. 
And what was all the reſt ? 


I don't very well like this employment, though 
it gives us all bread. There is ſomething treacher- 
ous in the fiſherman's art. Like the courtier he 
proportions his bait to the palate of his prey, and 
ſpreads his deception with moſt ſucceſs when his 
victim is under a cloud. Sings again. )—Ah, 
Paullo, Paullo, I have however often ſpread my nets 
for thy affection, but I threw out no deluſive bait 
I angled only with the ſimple partiality of a poor 


ene and if I ſucceed, g ſhall be found as 


artleſs 
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artleſs and affectionate as I ſeemed to be.—{Sings 
again.) : nook ff 
Enter 6RAD1SCA. 
GRADISCA. | 

For ſhame, Fioreſca, what a brawling do you 
keep here—O, theſe young fry ! friſking in the 
very mouth of the net. Poor Gudgeon, have you 


forgot already how our beautiful neighbour Signora 
Roſalba was ſpirited away laſt night from her 


Cottage; ; dragged 280 off, nobody knows 
whither? 


FIORESCA. 

No, mother—Her. cries are even ftill in my 

ears! Can you ſurmiſe why ſhe was catried away ? 
| GRADISCA, 


Why, I'll tell you.—You know the Count 
Vivaldi uſed to viſit her ſecretly. * 


FIORESCA, 
What, can he haye carried her off? 


GRADISCA, PEE 
As ſure as you're alive, girl, She has no _ 
now living to protect her, © 
FIORESCA. 


Then ſhame upon him—but if my Paullo bad 
any hand in the villainy, he ſhall never come into 
my favour again, I promiſe him. 


GRADISCA. 
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 GRADISCA. 
What noiſe is that? look to the door, girl. 


Enter haſtily vival DI and PAULLO, | 


| VIVALDI, | 
Gradiſca! anſwer me, and quickly. Know - 
- you any thing of Signora Roſalba? 
GRADISCA. 


Who I, Signor? Holy Mary, no. Why 
does nt your honour know ? 
VIVALDI. 
No more e than 52 2 do. 


PAULLO (to Fioreſea. $4 


My dear Fioreſca—we know no more of the 
matter than St. Januarius. 


F IORESCA. 
Nay, ſure the faint. knows well enough—T'll 
tell you how it inen they retire.) 
GRADISCA, | 
Why, your honour ſays fairly, and 9015 as la- 
cerely as heart could wiſtr! Well, heav'n diſcloſe 
all! There's an eye that ſees to the bottom of the 
muddieſt pool. And if its foul weather to-day, 
it may be fair enough to-morrow, But to my 
ſtory—Spalatro has been down in the bay fiſhing, 
for theſe two days paſt—He fleeps then at the 
old fort—and being loneſome, and tired of hear- 
he IE ing 


16 Tux ITALIAN Moxk. 

ing Veſuvio growl at us—Fioreſca and I went to 
bed---I had but juſt got to the end of my honrs, 
when behold you I heard a knocking at Io 


Rofalba's cottage. 
| „ 


What time was this? 
CA DIScA. 

Why, as I gueſs'd by the few gondoliers upon 
the bay, it muſt have been near twelve. So I 
goes up to Fioreſca, and wakened her; and then, 
very ſoftly opening the eaſement, we planted our- 
ſelves to watch what was doing. We did'nt ſtay 
to throw any thing over us, for the night was 
dark, and N would think of 5 lazzaronl 

AS' e ö Ni 
1 VIVALDY; 
Well, go on, and be brief. 


GRADISCA, 


The knocking continued ſome time. I heatd 
her exclaim, what do you want p A voice evi- 
dently feigned replied, Come down, and you 
will ſee our buſineſs. , She, alarmed I ſuppoſe 
at being thus talked to—refuſed; upon which, they 
very fairly entered by force.—In a few minutes, 
we ſaw the men return with the ſweet Lady in 
their arms. She was gagged. They placed her 
before one of them on a horſe; and then the 
whole party galloped off towards the wood. 


VIVALDI. 
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VIVALDI. | 
Infamous villains! But I am reliev'd from my 
worſt fear had' ſuſpicion of her death. My 
good Gradiſca, I am obliged to your vigilance, | 
« Enquire among the neighbours whether any 
© of them remarked ſuch an eſcort at that time, 
« and. what road they took.” I have my ſuſpi- 
cions as to the perpetrators, which I will imme 
diately realize, and then purſue ber to the ex- 
tremities of the univerſe. Paullo, attend me. 


© PAULLO. | 

I come, Sir. Farewel, girl. Good night, honeſt 

Gradiſca. 3 [ Exeunt. 
GRADISCA. | 


Ab, a kind hearted gentleman---but croſs'din 
love !---I warrant the Count felt a nibble upon 
the line, and has whipped her into the baſket to 
founder and flounce 1 in vain, | 


- Enter. SPALATRO. 


| SPALATRO, 

How now, Smelt {to Fioreſca what do you 
do ſtirring at this time of the night ?---Gradiſca, 
help me off with my boots? I have had a ſweep- 
ing hawl, girl. Never threw nets better in my 


life. 
FIORESCA. 


Why, father, your boots are quite dry-—You 
haven't waded _ 


D SPALATRO, 
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 SPALATRO, | 
No, girl, but far, The prey was tallom, I 


| have touch'd the zechins. 


GRADISCA, 
0 Spalatro, here have been ſuch doings---No 
you know Wann Raabe was canied off it 


ns ? 
SPALATRO (haftily.) 
Did _ ſee it ? 
S GRADISCA, 
Why yes, I did, 
| SPALATRO, 
Aye, that curſed curioſity---always ruſhing into 
troubled waters, What buſineſs had you with it ? 
| GRADISCA, 
None, not I---No, no---as they ſpawn let 'em 
take, ſay I, But here has been the young Count 


a here. 
sPALATRO. 


1 ſaw him- What led him here He did nt 
ſuſpect that — 

PIORESCA. | | 

O no, father—why ſhould he ſuſpect you=You 


are no cavaliero, 
GRADISOA. 


I told him too that you were at the fort. 
SPALATRO, 
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| SPALATRO. | 
He feent'd fatisfied of that? 
FIORESCA. 

0 es; ſhould he not? it was the truth. 


SPALATRO. 
Aye—it was the truth. What did he ſay at 


parting ? - 
GRADISCA, 


That he ſuſpected ſome one, and would Naben 


His ſuſpicions, 
SPALATRO. 


Whom did he ſuſpect? 
GRADISCA, 
He did not tell us that 


SPALATRO. 


Did you mention what you obſerved laſt night 
to Schedoni I mean to Vivaldi ? 


oRADlscA. | 
O yes, I told him the little I ſaw.—— 


7 SPALATRO. - 

Tas folly to do ſoz we ſhall be put to the 
queſtion. Beſtir yourſelf no more in this affair. 
Fine objects we are to provoke the Ong his 
fatlier * 2 1 / 

„ ee, 
in the young Count then carry her off? 


: D 2 SPALATRO. 
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SPALATRO. 


T have not ſaid he did—but it is likely. Let 
us to bed: I am tired with riding all day. 


FIORESCA. 
Riding !—you mean wading, father. 


SPALATRO. | 

True, girl ; wading and rowing I mean, Come, 

come, to bed; and not a word I charge you of 

Roſalba. [ Exeunt Gra. and Fio.] So, all's 

ſafe I find. Suſpicion does not blow her blight 

my way. While knavery pays ſo well for a little 

miſchief, no wonder if honeſt labour ſometimes 
locks up his oar. | [Exit spALATRO. | 


SCENE---The Monafery of San Stephano. 


| 
Enter MARGARITONE and ELLENA. 


MAGARITONE. 


You will ſtay here, until admitted to: an audi- 
enee of the Superior. ; 


ELLEN A. 


Pray, Sifter, inform me, who was that bs 
* nun 1 heard fing ſo divinely at matins? im 


MARGARITONE. 


1 | ä D 
1 us beautiful women, and good ſingers. 
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" BLLENA, 

I mean ſhe who executed the ſolo page to 

the Virgin. | | 
MARGARITONE. 

O that was the Siſter Olivia; but we do not 
think ſo highly of her beauty as we do of her 
voice, She 1s perpetually finging, and touches 
the lute in the beſt taſte imaginable. {Mufic 
plays.) You may hear her now, for ſhe ſeems + 
to be preluding upon her inſtrument. 

ELLENA. 
I am intereſted exceſſively bh her appearance, 


MARGARITONE. 
Well, I ſhall leave you to your recreation. 


© ELLENA. 9 
Sweet ſufferer, how my heart is prepared to 
ſympathize with every pang that thine can feel! 
The comes this way. 


Enter OLIVIA. 


OLIVIA, 
My fair young Siſter, peace be in your breaſt. 
And yet, if I can judge of that pure brow, 
A convent cannot give that peace to you. 
How came you to San Stephano? 


6 e 
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By piety or paſſion-led to ſeek 


Ah! my dear child, ſome diforopoktion's love— 


The Abbeſs ſoon will ſummon you before her, 


Seem to conſent, reject not peremptorily. 


ELLENA. 

By force | 
Brought and detain'd. No prediſpoſed mind, 
A cloiſter's conſolation, drew me hither. 

OLIVIA, 


ELLENA. 
You mark my "only crime: I dar'd to love. 


| OLIVIA. | 
Think me not meanly curious of your ſtory, . 
But let me know your name. 


5 ELLENA. 
Ellen Roſalba. 
OLIVIA. 
Ellen! Roſalba! I think once I knew 


Features like thoſe: yes, very, very like. 
But no, it cannot be; yet am I led 

To feel the tendereſt intereſt in your fate, 
And almoſt break my vow to counſel you. 


Perhaps command you inſtant take the veil; 


ELLEN A. 1 
What my heart tells me would be mockery, 


my tongue ſhall never ſanction by a word. 


OLIVIA. 
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OLIVIA, 

Poor ſoul, thou doſt not know the perils here 
That wait on diſobedience. Think, ſweet girl 

What mercileſs authority can pour | 
Upon thy hand, to make reſiſtance bitter ! 


ELLENA. 
I know that I muſt ſtruggle with oppreffion, 
ann J 


OLIVIA. 


eee that but to hear of 
Would ſtimulate ſubmiſſion.— Think, dear maid, 
Of being entomb'd, to dwell with putrid death ; 
To linger years in vaulted ſepulchres, 

Amidſt unwholeſome dews, and morbid ſtench 
From time - diſſolved fleſh. 


ELLENA, 


Do not ſuppoſe 
My purpoſe ſhaken by the nauſeous horror ' 
Never with life will I renounce Vivaldi, 


OLIVIA, 


Yet O reflect what it muſt be to hear 

The hourly tread of happy feet above thee! 
The conſonance of 
In ſainted ſiſterhood; 
Shalt creep from ſhrond to ſhroud, thy only change, 
Reſt thy col upon ſome mouldering bier, 
And ſleep in all the chilling damps of death. - 
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Think but of this, thy firmeſt reſolution - 
Will ſhudder nto fearful acquieſcence. 


ELLENA. 


No: Sh, with all its lingering harbingers, 
Shall never win me from my boſom's truth. 


vor 
* 


S OLIVIA. 
1 doubt thee, faireſt, You ſhall have my prayers. 
Th Abbeſs comes—and I dare ſtay no longer. 
[ Exit. 


The ABBEss enters with th (lembditn followed by 
her Chapter. She takes a Chair prepared for 
her, The Nuns range themſelves on each * | 


ABBESS. 
Approach me daughter. —You; no doubt, are 


conſcious 
You are brought hither that the charms of youth 
Improperly directed may not ſully 
'The honour of a moſt illuſtrious houſe. 


ELLENA, 


Your ſanctity will pardon me. I know 
No paſſion better than the love of truth. 
It is a truth, the Count Vivaldi ſought me 
In honourable ſeeming—it is true too 
That I refer'd him to his noble parents, 
And lent no approbation to the ſuit _ 
Which had not their allowance to ſuſtain it, 


ABBESS, 


. ABBESS. 
Youth is. habitually fickle, fair one. 

No virgin ere would lapſe from chaſtity 

<« If the repulſe to the proteſting lover 
Mere never thaw'd by.umpartunity.”” 
Thus much to juſtify my friend's precaution. 


1 ELLEN A. 

But can you think diſtruſt of their ſon's firmneſs 
Gives them a warrant-to impriſon me ? 
Am l thus torn from life and all its bleſſings, 
Becauſe a noble youth preſumes to loye me ? 
Ober him, they have a, parent's high controul; 

But upon me no right, but ſuch as power gives; 
A tyrant's power, that's wreſted from the laws, 
And violates the confidence of life 


ABBESS. 
High notions theſe, from one ſo lowly 1 boa! 


ELLENA. 
No one is born too low for juſtice, Madam. 
The humble feel as do the proudly born. 
Shun pain, court pleaſure, wooe eſteem like them. 
And the moſt ſubtle, but quick {park of love 
Strikes as much fire of paſſion in the poor, 
As that which warms the boſom of the mightieſt. 
ABBESS, 
What | would you burſt ſubordination's bounds, 
And level all in foul equality? | 
| * ELLENA. 


3 
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- ELLENA. 
No; and I hold ſuch minds the world's worſt 
plagues ; 
For they have more ichen far than they 
Whoſe power and wealth __ covet. They are 
..- "ſlaves, - 
Who fire the peaceful dwellings of their 1 
To raviſh, plunder from the flaming ruin. 


ABB Ess. 


The Marchioneſs is juſt, though much offended. 
She orders you, by me, to take the veil, 

Or marry ſuch a huſband as befits you. 

If this meek reference to their decifion 

Be not a fable, you can ſoon determine. 


" ELLENA. | 
What! becauſe I refer'd him to his parents, 
Is it preſum'd I do not love Vivaldi? 
Or, if the noble youth were nothing to me, 
Does it thence follow I can yield my heart 


To one it never throb'd at? or, if not, 
Seal up its unwak'd feeling at- the altar ? 


ABBESS. 
You are too bold. 
: ELLENA. 


Your pardon, I am 1njur'd, 
Malice has hlver homes, and placid wk. 


The 
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The perſecuted kindle with reſentment, 
And call a ee waog—whers' er they meet it. 
' ABBESS. . 
« Is it a wrong to open wide the doors 
« Of bliſs eternal, to precarious honour ?” . 
Is it a perſecution to enfold | 
The feeble in religion's chaſte embrace? 
E's ELLENA. 
No, Madam, when the ſoul approves the dwelling. 
When, ſtung with all the miſeries of fleſh, LS 
It wooes the altar to beſtow its peace; 
Tis then, what it was meant, the bleſs d aſylum 
Of broken ſpirits and diſtracted minds. 
But undeſir'd, its ſanctions are prophan'd, 
And the auguſt and ſky-enthroned, name 
Diſhonour'd by the impious mockery, 


| ABBESS, 
Thus far with patience I have liſten'd, daughter, 
To language moſt unuſual to this place— 
But mark me—when again I call upon you, 
Prepare yourſelf to make the choice I offer. 
Exit. followed by the Nuns—Ellena goes of 


on the oppoſite fide.) 


CHORUS OF NUNS, 
HOW calm her life, who, the vain world deniding, 
Here finds that peace it denied to her breaſt : 
Care at the voice of her duty ſubſiding, 
Viſions of rapture ſubliming her reſt, 
E 2 Fancy 
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Fancy exerting her airy dominion, 
Rouzes the Nun at the breaking of day; 
Sleep flies diſpers'd by the ruſtling pinion, 
The wing of the feraph who flutter'd away. 
The wing of the ſeraph who flutter'd away. 


END or THE FIRST ACT. 


— 


* 
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ACT II. 
schNB—4 e 


SCHEDONI before a Shrine. To him the | 
MARCHIONESS, 


MARCHIONESS, _. 
Fara, your pardory for this interruption. 
Thus at the hour of night, with heavy ſtep, 
And with a heart as heavy as my tread, — 
I crave your beſt advice, and your afliſtance. b | 
SCHEDONT, | 
Dells moſt welcome. But it ſhould appear 
There was no need to tempt the falling dews 
For fuch advice as mine : my Lord the Marquis 
Is the beſt guardian of his houſe's honour, 


' MARCHIONESS. 
The Marquis is the ſlave of prejudice : 
_ Bred in confin'd and narrow principles, 
He cannot reach at lofty purpoſes 
By means uncommon.; when he ſhould ruſh to 
action, 
He but deliberates 'twixt juſt and unjuſt, 
And poiſes ſcruples in a trembling balance. 
He' muſt not be conſulted. But remember, 
What paſſes here is ſacred. 


SCHEDONI. 
As confeſſion. 


MARCHI- 
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Our brethren ſaw, and will reſent the inſult, 


MARCHIONESS. 


This ſon of mine ſtill hangs upon my heart. 
Unhappy boy !—Know you | his late proceedings ? 


dA Woe <7 


'SCHEDONI. 


When firſt he found we had remov'd his miſtreſs, 
He ſought me in my convent : I was buſied 

In the moſt holy office of our fait. 
And rapt in penitential recollection. 
He impiouſiy aGail'd my meditation, 
Broke in upon contrition, and with menace 
Slander'd my unſoil'd name and character. 


MARCHIONESL, 


What tidings have we from the Lady Abbeſs ? 


SCHEDONT. . 


There are no bounds to ſacrilege like his : | 
Know, he has dar'd prophane the ſanctuary, 
And ſnatch'd his minion even from the altar. 


MARCHIONESS. 


J ſee we cannot be ſecure an inſtant, 


Unleſs the girl be firſt diſpos'd of. This 
It is that now diſtracts my thoughts. What 


SCHEDONT. 


And are you ſill to think upon the . 


Souls ſuch as yours ſhould | promptly execute 
2 With 


IAA 
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With courage, ſcorning vulgar modes of action. 
Were this ſhrewd wanton by the law condemn'd, 
How eagerly would you applaud the ſentence ! 
You feel the juſtice, yet date not infli& it. 

© MARCHIONESS. | 
The law will lend no ſhield to ſuch proceedings. 


SCHEDONI. 


"a3 have the church, to ſhield an n act 4 juſtice: 
For e virtue it has abſolution. 


MARCH¹HIONEss. 
Does virtue ſtand in need of ablolution ? 


SCHEDONI, 


When I ſaid ſo, I ſpoke to common notions. 
Remember that the girl is not immortal ! 

A few years cut off from her guilty life, 
The honour of your family is fay'd. 


MARCHI — 5 
Speak low, ſome one may lurk behind theſe pil- 
lars.—— 
Neceſſity admitted for this act, 
How may it be perform'd ?—we cannot truſt 


The important vengeance to a mercenary. . 


SCHEDONI (ruminating. ) 
No: mercenaries cannot here be truſted. 
MARCHIONESS. 


Yet, who but ſuch would 
SCHEDONI, 
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| SCHEDONI. 
Von amaze me, daughter. 


Why ſhould we heſitate to right ourſclyes? | 


MARCHIQNESS. 


Ah! holy F ather, where exiſts another 
Like you, prepar'd at once for thought and action? 
But when can this be dene —the e the man- 


ner? 
SchRDO . 


Down in the Bay ſtands a lone habitation, 

But ſeldom noted: there a fiſherman, 

After his day of toil,” finds ſordid ſhelter. | 

I know the wretch, and know he may be truſted. 


„ MARCHIONESS. . 


5 yet, e re e are we ſafe ? 


E SCHEDONI. 
Lady, ſuffice it that I know the man, | 


 MARCHIONESS. 


I ret have' wiſh'd the ſecret and the deed 
Had left me debtor only to _ 


'SCHEDONTI. 


| Could you ſuppoſe that I-would do a murder? 


MARCHIONESS. 


A murder! no,—An a& of juſtice, virtue! 

Great ſouls anticipate the common proceſs, 

And boldly dare redreſs the wrong they ſuffer. 
SCHEDONI. 


Mn ? 
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I could connnce 5 off ee 'we peep” this fellow. 
* | MARCHIONESS, . | 
Well, for the TY vou wende a lone houſe. 
rad '  SCHEDONL. 


Tr: ina \ chamber of that houſe, there. — 
{ Lom mufic. . 7 

What noiſe was that? Tis Ware aufe. 
TTY by a fearful hand. 1 
7 -  SCHEDONI. 14 | 

Within that chamber J 
There is a ſecret door. 14 giO 2932710; 

MARCHIONESsS. 223 

Fram' d for what purpoſe ? 


- SCHEDONT. 
Suffice it that tis apt for our deſigg. 
A paſſage leads thence to the ſea—at night 
Its waves will leave no print of what has paſs'd. 
| Muc low and ſolemn. ) 
MARCHIONESS. |”. 


@ 
- 4 
7 n 


. is a requiem--—ane departed. 


SCHEDONI. ; 
Heaven” J pea be with him. . am ſummon⸗ 1 
hence. „ 
Rely on my affection and my a Eri. 8 
¶ Muſie again of TH ao 


. MARCHI- 


7 
\ 
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MARCHIONESS. 

Iis a firſt requiem, and the ſoul but juſt 
' Eſcap'd its fleſhly dwelling. ,. That is cold, 
Cold now and ſtill, which but an hour gone by 
Was fill'd with mind, and throbbing with . 

tion. | 
And what am F?---the enemy of life ! 
Come here to plot, perhaps againſt a ſoul / 
Return, Schedoni! No! he hears me not. 
How feeble are our ſtrongeſt reſolutions ! as: 
While paſſion rul'd in my diſtracted frame, 
It found not, or it conquer'd all my ſcruples ; 
One feeble note, a ſound; an airy breath, 
Strikes on the heart, and wakes my ſlumb'ring pity. 
Ungrateful ſon, what miſery you cauſe me | 
My peace of mind is loſt, -I fear for ever. ¶ Exit. 


SCENE-=--a Church. 
VIVALDI leading in ELLENA. 
| —  _ .vIVALDI. 


Revive my love, and let thoſe drooping eyes 
Lift their pure beams to. happineſs and love ! 
The 1 is Paſt away that 2 2 you. 


ELLENA. 


Vivaldi, I once ce thought no earthly power 
Should lead me to accept your offer d plight | 
Unſanction'd by your parents—Their 1 injv juſtice 
And your entreaty muſt TOE. my vow. : 

P VIVALDI 


- * 4 _ N 
- +» & « 
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7 


| ' vIVALDI.. | 

Why tarries thus the reverend beni. — | 
Duty is tardy to the eager wiſh | 20 
Of bis- expecting e * he comes 5 


* % * 


Enter PRIEST. 


Forgive me, 1 that 1 thought you long. 
Ah! could your feet keep pace with be 
fancy 

Yow had anticipated bon e- Bun | 

From ſleepleſs midnight to the altar's foot, 

And counted every pulſe of yonder clock, 

That circulates the creeping "blood of time; 

Gaz id on the dial, doubted every minute, 
| That accident had fetter d down his hand, 

And mock'd meridian day with . n 


4 


4 PRIEST. LY „8! 
ESI * 1 
& #4 a 


May it be ever thus! „ bo- 


VIVALDI. 
| Moſt reverend Str, 
Proceed you to the rites O if you know 
What 'tis/to loſe and to regain a treaſure . 
Dearer than life itſelf, you, will not des .» 
At this impatience to ſecure the bleſſing) « 


PRIEST. e 


Young ſon, I yield me to your virtuous wiſhes. 
"That + Sag 'haviour, daughter, does announce © 
”'%7 No 


1 


— ee > CDC <em> — eee —inant a= a _ — — 
© — — 


—— — 
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No felt averſion to the youth's requeſt. 
What therefore tis my pleaſing taſk to 4 | 
Is to pronounce in the moſt holy name 


Of mother church the nh benellition, — 


N 4 


Enter ſeveral OFFICERS. 
I OFFICER, | 

Stop+-Procedd no furthit with the rites, 
"ELLENA, 

Waldi, we are betrsy '+—PBehold thoſe men 


vrvAI DI. N 
Father, proceed—he dies, who interrupts you, 4 


Enter Men in the Gr of the reien 12 


„ti OFFICER, ay 
In the fame of the moſt holy auido 
J charge you, Vincent di Vivaldi You 


3 ; 
f 4 


r 4348, 
„„ GEESE SES 


- Ellena di Rofalba, to ſurrender. 


etc 
Of what am I accus d? 


7 ' OFFICER. 
Of metry ft this Nun from the Miniftety 


of San Stephano. Tou may fwear ſafely to the 
fact, for ſhe'wears the veil of her OY this 
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. 2 


moment, | 1 1514 

| a 4 _VIVALDL | 5 T1 dd es 
The We of hers---this. holy 8 
I haw 


* 


3 
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I have already ſatisficd---a friend bir 
Supplied the kind concalmet of hr fight. 
10 1 G orpfcER. 1.1701 @ 820 
Confeſſion of the robbery !* We believe we ſhall 
be able: to prove her profeſs'd---You: muſt 65 
An ty 
einn 


24) - 


Or 2 me =p or, by1 my. = 1 OTE * 
My ſword ſhall cut a paſſage though your heart. 


FAULLO ruſhes in with is ford n 

Mt ave buvon od 

Nay, come, I'Il tickle ſome of . Les ON, 

you tipſtayes for the devil's court---Here are two 

of us candidates for Sin Benltiy-—Win bit and we 
wear them. ous = 

i They Gauen of the Officers i is . 
at 1a they | x darm var and 


= » 3? 


Nr e eee 
21119 8 Lo : 241 17 ie as 1191 6 
| in om din orriexk. W mpdln ed 
Bring them away. - Bear off the Lady fir 

'VIVALDI, N 


No, let me periſh rather---On my knees 
I ſupplicate the mercy of her company. 


OFFICER, 
A pleaſant jeſt indeed 1:-In company! 
Let criminals accompany each other 
"(I S Fine 
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=. Fine evidence would be the conſequence:'- - 
| | | Beſides, indulgence after fuchreliſtance,! | 
1 One of our brethren wounded by your ſword. 


Il | it 997 2 FAULLO. 3 to noiflei 0 

If een be, let your old black patron the 
| devil have lis due: The ſprinkling of blood there 
| is a piece of my handy work I aſſure you; and I 
| only wiſh the ſame lancet 1903 breathe the —_ 
| — Your whole fraternity. vals | 


* 


12 10 1 io 4 =. 2 


| VIVALDL. 
I Path" I charge you, ceaſe this idle 2 
| a0. wound was IG by me. 


+0 A — 


* 1 
' 1 iii 11 
* 1 


Wie 

8 We know it, Sir, but be ſhall anſyer 65 his pro: 

fane ſcurrilities in another place, | 

A ,PAULLO, HE 

Let me. " And 1 you will rack the th out 

of me, let their reverences look to it . I don't 

0 whip their conſciences with good 1 

ſarcaſms, when they have' done with me, — I 

viſit their maſter the devil next door to cm. 

| | | vivaior. | 

O my beſt love-«-I cannot ſuoeour thee. 2 


it : 4 41 * FF 4 
- pe p 


ELLENA, 
| \ Vivaldi---O Vivaldi_£49 1170 
1 L They are torn off by the Off eers. E 11 Piet 


779111 


14 9 SCENE 


SCENE—the Cottage of $PALATRO. 


. 56 © 


Enter FIORESCA, 
FIORESCA,' _ 
I can't think what my father does down in the 


in carrying off Lady Ellena. He had not been 
fiſhing that's clear. He had got money, for 1 


but whiſper: what I think to Paullo ! And ao it 
might u ny father into aner 


3 Enter GRADISCA. 
But, my n comes. 


: Ew GRADISCA. 
| Ah, daughter, daughter. Yonder i is Aolefal 
doings. | $ N 
: +. +:-4,7, £4 FIORESCA. | aA 
Where, math; 14 N 0 2 424 
* | GRADISCA, dan QUE: 


- why, at the church of our Lady. The Count. 
Vivaldi flole it ſeems Madam Roſalba from the 
Convent of San Stephano; and to our Lady they 
came to be married; but at the very altar they, 
were ſeized— and fighting followed ; and Paullo 
drew his ſword ; and to ſum up all in a word, 
they were overpowered. and aired. * to the 


priſon of the Inquiſition. o ade. end vas 


ne 5 | FIORESCA. 


bay ſo long ? As ſure. as I live, he was concern'd 


heard the chink of the zechins. O that I could 


— — * — 


| 


— - 
—— — — — 
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—_ "FIORESCA. WE” fb 
Paullo, et 1 Woinged! - | 


ORADISES. 


1 


w_— wigs no. Mot eee een works 


Babs FIORESCA. | | OY 1 25 

How worle, dear other? . ETD 7 
Why « 45 51 hear, ſeeing his maſter in eg non- 
plus, he flew at the officers like a ſword · fiſn, and 


ſtabbed one of them an ugly gaſh. But they 
turned upon em like ſharks, and i it is s death to 


reſiſt ? em. * 4 * 
| FIORBSCA.. 
O, Paullo, Payllo ! ( weeps. 2 | 
GRADISCA. 150 


Ah, poor wench, well may'ſt thou weep ad 


take on. He was as good a youth as ever ferv'd 


up macaroni, and as reverent to age, as if he had 
liv'd in the good old times,—T'll go and bring 
Father Sebaſtian hither to comfort you. O, that's 
a good Prieſt, aye, and a wiſe one too. d ſhould 
never be ſo comfortable as I am, if it were not 
for his pious exhortations, 


. -b 3127 
1 0 tat never dais annie more, bel if 
any harm betal Poor Paulloo 6 20100 


eanow & 1 - K GRADISCA, 
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_ GRADISCA. 
You cannot ſay that,---Hear Father Sebaſtian, 
that's all, and then tell me ſo. IExit. 
FIORESCA, 


I have determin'd. It's a long diſtance for 
a lone girl; but no diſtance ſhall keep me from 
him. Yes, I will go to the gates of his priſon, 
whiſper into his dungeon that I would die to 
fave him; and then bid my poor heart break and 
be at peace. 
Ah! this reminds me of the unhappy fate of 
poor Mary of our village. | 


AIR. 


DARK. was the night, the children ſlept, 
ly Poor Maxx climb'd the cottage ſtair, * 
| And at her chamber window wept, 
| | And plac'd a little taper there. 
Why does he tarry thus, ſhe cried ? 
Alas | what pains do I endure ! 
Heav'n grant this taper be his guide, 
And lead him fafe acroſs the moor. 


NR 
At length his well known voice ſhe hears; 
* He comes, my terror to remove! 
My William comes to dry my tears.“ 
And down ſhe flies to meet her love. 
\ " William 
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William all pale and bloody ſtood ; 
Sigh'd out alas! no more we meet! 
“I'm ſtabb'd by. robbers in the wood. 


Then fell a corſe at Mary's feet. 
„ SckNE.—4 Arong diſmantled lonely Fort upon 
Enter STILETTO, coRvIxO and others, with 
ELLENA. 
3 
_rſt OFFICER, 
We are at our journey's end. 


ELLENA (afide.) 
"Tis as I fear d. Do we fleep here to night? 
Mn 2d OFFICER. 
For do, my fair one. 
| 1 OFFICER. 
What ho! Spalatro! 
FIIENA. 
When do we ſet forward 
2d OFFICER, 
Me go to-night. He's dead aſleep. Spalatro | 
Enter SPALATRO, from the Fort-gate. 
SbpALATRO. 


What, in the devil's name, keep you ſuch a 
| bawling 
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bawling for? You're ſoon enough for the chear 
you're like to find. 


iſt OFFICER. 


Here is your charge. You know the reſt I 
think? 


SPALATRO, 
* aye. Wont you come in, damſel? This 
is a rude lodging; but the gueſts ſeldom com- 
plain. They are ſcurvily treated tis true; but 
then they ſleep very quietly. 
5 ELLENA. | 
I have no doubt of that friend. Loſt for ever. 
. (afide.}) [Exeunt into the Fort. 


SCENE---The Infide of the Place, a Table, a 
Lamp on it ; a few Stools, and a Fire at a D 
tance. | 


Re-enter SPALATRO, ELLENA, and the TWO 
OFFICERS, 
SPALATRO, 
Well, here we are—You muſt be weary, Siſter, 
I'll dreſs ſome fiſh, and we'ave a ſtoop of wine, 
A potent cordial far low ſpirits, girl. 
You'll need refreſhment for your coming journey. 
My maxim is a ſhort and merry life— — | 
No bad one—Ha! Corvino ! Come, ſome wine. 


E 2 ELLENA. 
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ELLENA. 
I beg you will excuſe me. The fatigue 


Of journeying ſo quickly makes me think 


A bed the beſt refreſhment I can find. 
Pray ſhew me to my chamber for the night. 


SPALATRO, 


Well; if nothing elſe ſuits your palate, e'en as 
you like. I'Il ſhew it you. Come, this way, 
[He takes a lamp, and eta him, out. 


STILETTO, 
Come, come, off with your holy ſkin, Corvino, 


Aye, aye, now I know you for as true a knight 


of the ſtiletto, as ever practiſed juſtice in the court 


of honour, 


-CORVINO. 
Nay, the profeſſion is honourable, no doubt. 


It is a ſort of trial after term; what common leets 


take no cognizance of, we decide, and the beſt of 
our practice is diſpatch, 


STILETTO, 

You ſhan't find me a profeſſion equal to it,. 
either for courage or dexterity. The art to Way*+ 
lay, the addreſs to ſhift to any ſhape, and hold 
any language. Compare jt with the trades moſt 


in vogue. 
"BY CORVINO. 


Aye, marry ; draw me ſome e 


brother. Try it with the ſoldier's. 
2 $TILETTO, 


„ 4 
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STIL ET TO. 

o, a mere flea - bite in reſpect of the danger 3 
requiring leſs ſubtlety in deſign, and leſs prompti - 
tude in the execution. Beſides, you ſhall have 
him be as active in the wrong as in the right. 
Now we never uſe arms but to redreſs ſome injury. 


CORVINO. | 
| To the next—we carry it hollow—there, 
STILETTO. 

As to your phyſician, he gives death with tor · 
ture. Ours is ſcarcely felt, and always ſudden, 
He with his lotions and his potions holds nature 
as 1t were in purgatory. We ſet up upon a ſingle 
pill, the extract of lead, 2 never fails to cure 


all diſorders. 
| CORVINO, 


So on, go on. The lawyer's will not poſe you. 
| STILETTO. 


O, no, that's too clear a caſe to dwell on. He 
{trips you of your land, and leaves your heirs to 
beggary—We take away only the living incum- 
brance, and beſtow the property entire. 
Enter sPALATRO. | 
XS  CORVINO. + 255 F 
Spalatro returns, : 


SPALATRO. 
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SPALATRO. - 
CORVINO. 


How now-—What devil has played truant, and 
left a corner of thy heart ſcrupulous—Han't you 
noble payment for her lodging ? " 

 SPALATRO, 

She looks ſo innocently ; and moreover, brother 
ſtabbers, I have a child myſelf. As ſhe flung 
herſelf on the damn'd mattraſs, I look'd at her by 
the lamp, and thought I beheld my own girl, 
Fioreſca— © | 

'STILETTO. 


Coke, come; we muſt have no wk like 


theſe. Either diſpatch the buſineſs like a man, 
or we will earn this other purſe ourſelves. 


- SPALATRO. 


No, no; I wasn't fo chicken-hearted as that 
neither ; only I did not like to truſt the ſteadineſs 
of my hand. His Reverence mix'd a bowl of 
milk here, which I laid by her, and I'll truſt the 
Friar's balſam againſt hope in this world. I'm 
pleas'd to be rid of the deed, I can tell you. But 
come, our fiſh 1s ready, 


1ſt OFFICER, | 
You look diſorder'd, Spalatro. Come, a cup 


* to diſſi 22 vapours, 


SPALATRO. 
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| SPALATRO, 
I belles it was that curs'd bleak gallery that 
chill'd me. You remember, Corvino, your handy 
work in the chamber—— __ 

) cov. 
Pooh, pooh ; ſome wine, boys, and let us ang 
the chorus that Trombone made upon our way of 


living. 


E . 


8 CHORUS. 
y HARK, the night crow ſhrieks for food ! : 
l, Wolves are howling in the wood 
- To the cottage clowns retire, 
And quake around the ſcanty fire. 
ce Then we track the gloomy way, 


Lurking to enſnare our prey. 

Tis he, ſtand cloſe. Strike by ſurprize. 
What light's that? Tis the fire-gnat flies. 
Now then take aim! he falls, he dies. 

at 2 

5 | Enter 1 SCHEDONI. 

of There are, who, wandering at this lonely hour, 

je With murder for the herald of their way, 

m Would dream that every guſt of fretful wind 

i Rebuk' d their purpoſe, and the roaring ſea 

In ſolemn ſentences condemned the deed. 
Ev'n I, whoſe reaſon mocks ſuch childiſh he 

Feel unaccuſtom'd dread palſy my progreſs. 

P I In this rude ſolitude I turn and tart, 

n As though my path were Be with obſervers. 

; Spalatro ! 


Enter 


” 
; - 
$ — 
- —— RA No oe OB. — — . ret — — —— uvJ— 3 IT — — 
— 
. 
% 


Did I not work the Marchioneſs to ſomething 
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Enter $PALATRO, 
SPALATRO. | 
SCHEDONI, 
Well, haſt thou done this buſineſs ? 


| SPALATRO. 


- No, for ſhe laps up poiſon like an nadir. 1 
laid the bowl beſide her. | 


| SCHEDONI, 5 

Is it gone? 14 ; 7 

| —APALATBO 1c, 5 

Yes, ſhe but fleeps though; I am juſt come 
from her. Her reſt is much diſturbed. | 


 *'SCHEDONL. 
That muſt be remedied. Here, take this dag- 


ger, and the work is eaſy. 


srALATRO. 
I have no pu affection to the thing. 


SCHEDONI. 


But. the reward. 


SPALATRO. 
Well, the reward---I grant you. [Exit 


| SCHEDONTI. 
This blow atchieves my object. All were doubtful, 


That 
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That render'd it unſafe to dare refuſe me. 

She is my debtor now in all ſhe has: WT 
Her bond is of ſuch force when writ in blood, 
As to reſtore what once was Marinella. 
Thoſe ſteps of terror tell me it is done. 


' SPALATRO. /woithin.) 
I Father Schedoni ! 
| ' SCHEDONI. 


Here, 8 —— — 
3 Enter $PALATRO,' with the Lamp and. Dagger. 
Am I obey'd---have you perform'd this deed ? 
© WY What mean thoſe ghaſtly looks ?---that bloodleſs 
\ weapon? | 


SPALATRO. 


The galfary-—thg gulerp= 
SCHEDONI. 


Daftard ! What bug-bear — ==, conjur'd up. 
To ſcare your ſenſeleß ſpirit from its 1 


spALATRO. 
Go there yourſelf: I ſaw it, and I heard it. 
Murder the innocent! No: I'll ſleep o'nights. 
Do it yourſelf: here, take the dagger from me--» 
My hand is white again! 


SCHEDONI.-- 
Baſe coward! 
Stay then *till I return. 


1 dare not. 


. 
* 


R SPAL &- 


' 
[ 
| 
| 
| 
! 
| 


— 


— — — — _——_— — — 
\ 
' 


Ee CL ñ̃¶—·1 [ 
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 SPALATRO, 


No, you'll excuſe me. 
Your Holineſs may {hjeld me from the devi 
TIl wait without. 


i 
i 
| 
4 
x 
| 


_ — 
— — — — 


SCHEDONI. 
1 Where is the cloak, to 3 the an, | 
SPALATRO. © © 
| It hangs Juſt by the door---you ſes it, there 
| SCHEDOXI: 
| Gwe me the lamp. 
1 a Sraxxrno. 
You have. it in your hand: 
SCHEDONI. | pets 
ie »o 
| SPALATRO. 
| Þ&i is in your girdle. | - x3 
| SCHEDONT, 
Now then attend me. 5 
| * SPALATRO. 
{ That is a9 the re. 
ö O, i ſleeps you ſay. 9 Exit. 
| i | . SPALATRO. ; 
. She does. © 12009-5359) {Bellows 
| SCENE 
: 2 
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SCENE. Dratos, and diſtovers ELLENA fleep- 
ing upon a wretched Pallet-bed; a Table, and 


empty Bowl on it. 


— enters with the Lump. 
| SCHEDONI. 
Yes, ſhe's aſleep! Fie on theſe ſhaking joints! 
Does not my intereſt tell me ſhe muſt die ? 
Huſh! ſure ſhe ſpeaks She never will ſpeak more. 
Oh! ſuch weak thinkings will unman me quite. 
How deep that figh-!—Her hols frame ſeems 


convuls'd. —— 
Can I remove. her robe and not awake her— 

{He looks at her Breaft, and ſeeing a Picture 
ftarts ; then eagerly detatches it, drops the 
Dagger, and ſuddering draws dart in an 
Agony of Horror.) ; 

Am I alive? and do my eyes ſee truly? 
Or are theſe features but a fancied charm, 
To bind that devil, which tempts mo to deſtruction? 
Ellen I— awake! awake | 
(ELLENA /tarts up, fhrieks, and Falls at his Feet. 
. ELLENA, 
0 * me} fave me! 
Spalatro will deſtroy me! 8 
SchRboxi. 8 
Quickq, tell me, 5 
How came you by this pteuu? | a 
9 ELLENA 


Preſerves the life he gave ? My infant years 
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ELLENA. 
"Twas my mother's. 
schEDONI. 
Whoſe the reſemblance tell me, on your life? 
ELLENA, 


It is my father's portrait, and 


SCHEDONTI. 
His name ? 
ELLENA, 


| The — de Marinella. 


schEDOxT. 


My child, my child---In me behold that father. 
Fet ſpare me I ſhall blaſt you with my touch. 
Stand off! The ſprings of love are poiſon'd here: 


O miſery ! To have a ſtar unknown, 

Beaming with brightneſs riſe upon my view, 

While all the hemiſphere is ſtain'd with blood. 

Let me gaze on thee ! O that ſweet alarm! 

Be huſh'd my child---no danger ſhall IO 
thee. 

Ill make this breaſt a bulwark to defend thee. 


I rave! Opardon me and bleſs your father. 


| 3 ELLENA. | 
T ſtand amaz'd---Eternal Providence! 
A father, my deliverer! O, Sir, tell me, 
Why the firſt care I meet with from my parent 


Net er 
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Ne'er knew a daughter's duty; but my hat 
Is apt I feel to learn its filal lefſon. © 


'SCHEDONI, 
Tou ſhall know all, my child. But ah! the 
drink! | | 
ELLENA. ' 
Diſtruſting it, I threw it down, between 
The bars of yonder window. {/ecing it on the 


ground.) 

_ Ha! a Dagger 
The villain would have ſtabb'd me as I ſlept, . 
Had not the father ſav d me from the blow. 


sen EDOxNI {talks from her inthe greateſftAgony.) 


My Ellen, if you would not blaſt my ſenſes, 

Mention this ſcene no more. Blot it from me- 
mory. 

Here, from this hour of terror read of e 8 

Promiſe, if poſſible, never to think of it. | 

ELLEN A. 

O, ſhould I not? when it reminds my heart, 
How infinite the debt I owe my father! 
Where is Spalatro ? Send that villain hence. 
bupparta<#" even 9 by you, I dare not ſee him. 


* SCHEDONI. 
He ſhall not meet your eye. Retire my child. 


| The * dauns. Get on your cloak, your veil, 
2 We 


Tua Trau Non r. 
we vin ſet out this moment. When I call,. 
== Come forth my fiveet one. [Evite ELLEN. 
3 © SCHEDONL Ti 
WM Ho! Spalatro! A 
| Enter sy ALATRO, with a cloak, b 
; SPALATRO. E 
| Here & the cloak to hide the body in, * 
| © SCHEDONI, 
| Villain, be dumb-—another ſuch a word 
| SPALATRO. 
| | What vill not ler life then ſuffice you, Prieſt? c 
1 2 SCHEDONT. / 
| She brat dear as my life itſelf, | \ 
1 SPALATRO, ? 
She lives ! 1 
| inen eee | 
1 SCHEDONI. 
| Be filent ; let yo ſyllable eſcape uu 


| Of that accurs'd deſign. I will reward you. 

| 5 Hope ſhall be out run by my bounty to thee, 

| So thou art truſty, We muſt Jeave you ſtraight. 

Be not you ſeen by her. Hence good Spalatro. 
Exit. SPALATRO. 


How 
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How badly read is deſtiny's dark page 
By man, who thinks himſelf a god i in foreſight. 
To tear Vivaldi from his lovely. bride, 
Ambition would have made me kill my child 1 
Yet what more ſanguine with. could my ſoul farm, 
Than to behold, the beir of great Vivaldi 
Eſpouſe the daughter of the Monk Schedoni ? 
Vivaldi now; but t bat ſhall ops. our courſe. 5 
My Ellena, approach. 

Euter ELLENA, 

| BLLENA. 

Here, my beſt fathen. 
Come, my ſole pride we will away for Rome; 
And think me not averſe to thy attachment. 
Vivaldi ſhall be thine. I dote in fondneſs. 
My heart, unus'd to be a aken d thus, © 
Does like the burſting rock, guſh out in ſtreams ; 
The flood. is pure, and will, refine its channel. 
Come, come, my child--- oh LEeruot 


U — n 4 8 0 
< - . — = 
* 
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ACT BL 
SCENE—4 Hall. 


Enter 1 FAMILIARS of the Tuquifton, with 
_ ?PAVLLO frruggling. | 
PAULO. 
Wai ſeparate me from my maſter ! No, burn 


me if you do. Do, good catholic bonfire- makers, 
conſider me with a little chriſtian charity. What 
did J pray to come hither for but to be with him? 


Do you think I had any deſire to ſee the infide of 
this infernal palace that I came to the devil out 


of curioſity Fic 
aſt FAMILIAR. 


Fellow, no more of this. One may ſee youn are 
a heretic by your manners. | 


' PAULLO. 


What, is it hereſy when honeſt love takes the 
muzzle off a man's tongue for a minute or two? 
Call me what you pleaſe: Here I am, Paullo 
Mendrico, determined to periſh with my poor 
maſter. If this is hereſy, I glory in it. You ſhall 
find me toughly perſiſt in it at the ſtake; and, if 
my coward tongue fail for a moment to proclaim 
it, may I fare worſe in the next world than even 


an inquiſitor. 
24 FAMILIAR. 


Comrade, perſuade this fool to ſubnut quiet: 
Og 3 


If he talks in this way much longer, he will excite 
notice, and draw puniſhment upon his obſtinacy. 
it FAMILIAR, 
pray tell me; did not you tay your r name was 


th Paullo Mendrico? | 
6: 0 BAUILOC 2505, 24 twove! on 
"TO and 1 am not aſhamed ene, t 
— nk 
n 4 FAMILIAR, ö pry 
$, You are a Neapolitan. - EY 
; a  KOTTON-Q3 |  PAULLO. Aus * 
K le Lz. T es ci 
either. 
t : iſt FAMILIAR. 
nary n 
5 | PAULLO. 7; 


Take off your death's head, and I'll try 3/no, 
yes, why it can't be Carlo what Carlo. 


d ut FAMILIAR. 
| The ſame, a little altered may be. 


PAULLO. 
o not at all: you were always a deviliſh odd 


fellow. But what has brought you into purgatory 
before 2 time, Carlo? 


iſt FAMILIAR. | 
No matter, Paullo. Here I am, I can't ſay 
very glad to. ſee you in this place ; for between 
1 ourſelves 
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ourfelves I am. tired of Ru der ate 
_ difpoſed to ſerve you. 
F PAULEO,, 

Serve me! then you muſt ſerve my maſter; 
Mind, Carlo! here I ſwear beforchand to accept 
no favour he does not partake. I am come here 
for the love of my maſter, and will not be wheed- 

| _—_ O_o fy own carcaſe to deſert 


him. 
| it FAMILIAR. 3 
We will ſpeak more at kngth to-morrow : what 


| Jcan do I will. I will mew you De ns, and 
order all things for your comfort. 


Fable. 7 
Don't talk of comfort tq 
maſter. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE--»4 Cell, with a Sud... 


'$1%4p1 farts as from ſeep... 

Ji VIVALDT. 

Ji Ho ſtrong, how vivid are the fancy's pictures! 

Reality could got impreſs mere terror | | 

| Than I now feel from formleſs phantaſy. | 

* Methought I faw the monk of dark Paluzzi, 

| | His cow! uplifted, frown upon my miſerʒ 

j lis fright arm bare, and in his graſp-a dagger. 

| Hie pointed to the blade embath'd in blood, 

| And, in a voice that thnlf'& my very heart, | 

118 CalFd me by name, and bad me to attend him. 

(The Monk gſcends behind the Couch in the 
Attitude deſcribed.) 


THE TTALLAN Monk 
ml 

undd mark me. * ARTE, 
r; Horror ! do I dream? 
pt Or waking do my ſenſes ſtill retain | 
re The images of ſleep? Speak yet again, 
1 
rt 


Thou ſpirit of terror! Tell me by what power 
iry ſhape, which threaten'd in the gloom }. 
Of night and rude Paluzzi, follows me 
To theſe cloſe dens of ſavage ſuperſtition, 
And cleaves the earth to aggravate its horrors? = 


| MONK, ., 
Liſten 'till I unfold me. Well thou fay'h.. 
I fought thee at Paluzzi; there I warn'd thee | 
J To ſhun the miſchief that has brought thee hither. 
£ My preſent taſk is link'd to that vaſt chain, 
Which winds about the life of an aſſaſſin, 1 
And drags him through the lapſeof time and act. 


To expiate his crimes, 


RN, wm 


VIVALDI, 
My cars ate rivetted 

To thy myſterious language ; but inſtru& me 
How I am implicated in its meaning | 
No ſtain of murder burns in crimſon here, 
Thou'rt in the toils of fate; I come to ſave thee, 
When next interrogated, ſummon before thy judges 
The Count de Bruno, known now by the name 
And ſtyle, Father Schedoni : accuſe thou him 

I 2 of 


Of having ſacrific d a guiltleſs wife, 


How if his memory have loſt 0 ſecret 


It lives as freſhly there, as if this moment 


And only legible to God himſelf, 


The Inquiſition can abſolve this filence. 


, | , 
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 vIVALDL, 3 
If on ſuch admonition, I conſent, | 
Which raſhneſs only could reſolve upon, 
What proof have I to . 


5 | MONK, | 
Cite as thy witneſs a right pious man 
Father Anſaldo: Bid him recollect 
What in confeſſion was reyeal'd to him 
Some fourteen years ſince, ' on San Marco' seve. 


v WAILDI. 


r an id Roo 


Entruſted then * 


He ab can forget it. 


The lep'rous ſoul heav'd up the guilt beſofe hin. 


vr VALDE. 


But how adjur'd will the confeſſor beak 
The filence of confeſſion ? Tis a ſeal 
Upon the errors of all-finning mortals, 

The claims of penitence on heavenly mercy, 
Written in boſoms ſecret as the grave, 


MONK. 


Stand thou reſolv d to execute my bidding. 
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If thou ſhalt diſobey, expect a fate, 8 
Such as he merits, who would ſtay the ſtrokes 
Offended Juſtice levels at the guilty, 
VIVALDI, . 
But ſay wilt thou be preſent at the trial? 
MON. 
] will, perhaps inviſibly to es. 
eee wy 
; » [The Monk deſcends, © 
VIVALDI, Aide.) 
When will theſe myſteries clear up to my reaſon ?. 
If I ſhould tell how I have been commanded, 
Would not they deem me frenzied, or ſuborn'd | 
By ſome malicious foe to ſlander i innocence P, 
I cannot without further proof OED, 
(turning round. ha! vaniſh'd!. 
I haye heard of ſpirits unbleſs'd, who fought this 
world, 
To madden ſolitude and urge deſtruction, 
But heeded not the tales, as bed-rid fancies, 
The foul creation of perturbed brains. 
I ſhall believe all quickly---pin my faith 
To goſsip legends, and, with pious awe, 
Hold midnight peopled with releaſed ſouls. 
The thing look'd corporal ; its motion earthly ; 
And all its viſage lighten'd with the glare 
Of human vengeance. - I muſt ſearch this deeper. 
What ho! the guard without there! Speak to me, 
Bolts undrawn. Enter two of the Guard, 
| iſt GUARD, | 


What would you ? 


S FL_CNYX>XY__DTY Ac ——— DA 
* 
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auI. 
Have any enter d here? 
if GUARD. 
Ss ci 
VIVALDY. 
Why now, within the laſt half hour. 
of GAR p. 
He dreams. A likely thing indeed.” Pray tell ca 
5 Are doors like theſe eaſily penetrable ? 
VIVALDI, 


| Nay; but be dei) bew I öh 5d! | 
5 If you have flept, fay ſo, I'll not accuſe you. 


aſt GUARD. 


We fleep---No, Sir, we value life too big. I 
| VIVALDI, 


My Gin, in ſolemn carneſine(s I aſk, _ 
Is there no other entrance to this cell? 


2d GUARD, 


None; you need anly aſk. your eyes that 3 
Ae Arilen, 
That bell informs us we ne 


For ſecret ſcrutiny, _ | 
VIVALDI. | 


is v very wah 
Come lead me thither, friends. I am loft in it. 


$CHDONI leading in BLLENA. i 


SCHEDONI. 


Believe me, child, whatever I have and. 
And I take ſhame to me for paſt negled, 
You ſhall find in your late recovered lather | 
As fond a zeal to cheriſh and indulge 
As ever nature kindled i in the parent. 
2 ; ELLEN Aa. He a] 
I have no with but one ungratified. - | ? 
I had been taught to think that both my parents 
Died ere I felt their loſs, , I find a father, 
And his firſt kindneſs ſnatches me from . 
The working ſtream of accident indulges 
A further hope. O, does my mother live? 
11 „%% I Deg 
My child the hope i is vain. Yet know, thou ga 
I would rejoice, ſo ſhe were but alive, 5 
To make my bed upon the flinty rock, 
Its ſcanty moſs my pillow, and its roots, 


The meagre diet of my failing age; _ 
Se * 


4H 


= 


ve 4.2 


So I could tell my fon! Matilda liv'd. _ 
'ELLENA. (gn, 
Ah, Sr, how died my mother! Woe a 
SCHEDONT. > 
Spare me, Ellen. ar 


I would faba thy love, an add a a 
Let 


þ 
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Let ſorrow for the errors of thy father.” 
Subdue thy curioſity. 


BLLENA- 
I yield me. . 
And in the gratitude for what is gn, 
Sink the tg for that which I 115 jt. 
4 ""SCHEDONI. 3 
But to my purpoſe. The young Count Vivaldi 
Is on ſlight accuſation now confined, ; 
The reaſon of our journey hither child 
Is his deliverance, "which m influence. 
Will render eaſy. | 4 
| umd. 
Does my father view 
With Pleaſure that attachment in his child ſy 
1 :  SCHEDONI. Np 
1 ; It is moſt welcome! to me, And his family | 
| «Wilt be propitious now to the alliance. 58 
| | Enter 2d Fa av an e lie halli 2 
li oxrickx. | 
| Stop] You, Marinella Count * 8 of late il 
known by the name of Father Schedoni, I am or- | 
{ 
| 
| 


" } g *4 +C 


0 
[ 
| 


9 — —  — — 


deted to bring before the Inquiſition. 
= | SCHEDONI. 

| "2 SER Officer 1 obey and willingly, - -. 

| | It was to appear before them I came hitber 

i Let this young lady be beſtow'd with kindneſs 

N | Tin the affair that. ſummons me be finiſn d. 
OFFICER, 


. 4 


hou 


ate 


* 
N. 
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oxrickx. 
She may command the beſt accommodation we 


can CE or take up her refidence within the city. 
ELEENA. 


No, 1 will nover quit ches. m dear father. 
= To Schedoni. 


Sir, lead me where this reverend prieſt is going; 


Place with you is * Jo Schedoni.) 
ä [Exeunt. 


SCENE---A Cell in the Priſon. 
Pablo alone. * 
Heigho I am quite deceived, and as Were 
choly as St. Bruno. O for a little lively active 
torture to rouze my mind out of the vapours. F 
begin to find that the gucſion is a very friendly 
call upon a man's bones; and prevents his ſoul 
from dropping dead aſleep 1 in the black ugly ſilence 
of a priſon. 
What did I come here for, do they think? 


Why, to ſhare my maſter's fate to be ſure ; and 


here I know no more what he ſuffers than if the 
fame roof did not ſhelter us. Their Reverences 
overlook me, Perhaps they don't think- a poor 
ſervant worth their notice, What's this; prece- 
dence in purgatory ? Zounds I could give up my 
ſhare in my maſter's: good fortune; but his cala- 
mities are a common ſtock; ITO 
right to ſuffer as he has. f of 4 


Enter CARLO, 
CARLO. 


Wel, Paulo. How are you man? You are 
likely. to get over this buſineſs eaſily I find. 
I 
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r PAULLO. | 

What the you call eaſy? I would ſooner leap into 
the bowels of-Veſuvius, than paſs another day here, 

CARLO. 

Why, I call it eaſe, to eſcape the thumb-ſcrew, 
You perhaps may call ſtretching upon the rack, 
baſking upon roſes; and hope to crown a life of ſuch 
e works, by the flaming zeal of an act of faith. 

PAuLLO. n 

Ha! how! what:Count nne march in an 


Auto da te ? for what Carlo? a 
11 es ak be p in: 1. ö 
Why, don t you know yet f . or here man, 


to be ſure. | 
PAU ILO. 


Hereſy ! they belye him Upon my ſoul ike 
do. I never knew a better chriſtian. But how 
comes the wind to have chang d? It may be ſacri 

| lege to rob a church even of a ſucking filter, but 


| lactilege i is not R 
| © 2 CARLO, 


; { 
Why, at the examination laſt night, he was Ake 
1 | whether he never broke in upon an act of penance, 
If | be drove away a Monk . the ſhrine before | 

which ** was confeſſing. 0 „ 

41 - 4411403 + PAUELO.' _ 
| why, do remember hearing him 3 chat he 
1 155 had ſhaken up the conſcience of a raſcally Baldpate, 
| | who had done him ſome ſhrewd turns. 
[| CARLO. 
JING That is the ſubject of his accuſation a You 
It fee how far my friendſhip for you ſtretches, Paullo. 
And now PI truſt you with a ſecret. Iam weary 


\ 
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of being whipper · in here. I'll retire, and, contrary _ 
to reteived cuſtom, without a penſion, give up the 
keys of office and I" _ ſhall caves ans 


me. ”{Fioreſea fings.) © 
PAULLO! 


But huſh! hark what voice is that? My den 
muſt be near the rod fide. /again.) Liſten, again. 
[ know that voice, O bleſs its ſweet pipe. *Tis 
my own dear Fioreſca. (again.) 

SONG. 
A Maiden bewailing her true lover's fate, 
Along the flinty way, 


*. . Sadly journeyed night and day, 
Till ſhe came to his priſon gate. 
ey CARLO. 
0 Would you like to ſee her? 
f PAULLO. 
* Aſk your own heart, man. 
ut CARLO. 


Then you ſhall. I can open a poſtern here in 

the wall, and introduce her. But, no raptures 

d mind you. The walls are ſo unus'd to any ſound 
0, of joy, it might have a very fall effect upon them. 


re (EARLS goes out, and brings her in to PAULL0. . 
x FIORE SCA. 
Oh, my poor Paullo | _ 
le | PAULLO. 
, My love 7 Theꝝ embrace. ) Well, but tell me, 


you dear rogue, how you have come alone, all 


this tedious j journey, to ſing at the door of my cage? 
| FIORESCA. 


Abt Know, Paullo; 1 heeded. lttle by the 
n : 
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way; for your misfortune was the only thing [ 
thought about. Love inſtructed me in a road 
unknown ; and at night, when I lay me down by 
the way-ſide, I lifted my thoughts to the Virgin, 
and roſe refreſ d 1 ſafe. 

LO, 


"Come, Paullo, you Have now a far opportu- 
nity; evening is throwing her grey cloak over the 


Campagna; ; we may eſcape together. 
FIQRESCA. 
A thouſand, thouſand bleſſings on you, —— 
But, Paullo, you are dull Does not my Paullo 


renee to ſee me? 


PAULLO. 
O yes, my girl.-——But you muſt go alone. 
FIORESCA, ; 
Alone f | 
PAULLO. 
Yes : I muſt remain here. 
CARLO. 
How! is the lad diftraſted ? 
PAULLO. 


No: never more in my ſenſes. 1 my 
A to my pleaſures I ſtay here with my maſter. 
FIORESCA. 
Conſider, Paullo ; you can do him no good ; 
you cannot bear his pain for him. 


PAULLO, 
How do you know that? I can bear it t Ain 


him: and as to the good I may do him, I feel 
myſelf, at this moment, how dear is the conſola- 
tiom of one who loves us. ¶ Kies her.) Fioreſca, 
my good girl, don't try to make me a traitor, 
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The firſt ſtep from right is fatal; and what ſe- 
curity would you have, who cheriſhed a viper in 
your breaſt, which you had fen * the hand 


that gave it food? 
FIORESCA, 
I ſhall never, never ſee you more. 


PAULLO. 
Why then you have now ſeen the beſt of me. 


FIORESCA. | 
Ah, dear! would maſters, think ye, go fuch 


gn for their ſervants ? 
PAULLO, | 
Why, I don't know, nor is it material: I ne- 
ver knew that attachment was an affair- of barter. 
When my heart tells me it is my duty to ſtay, I 
ſhall never rummage up my brain for motives to 
run away from it. Carlo will guide you; and L 


will look after you till my eye-ſtrings crack. 


TRIO. 
LOVE no toil regarding, 
All its pains rewarding, 
Bleſſing, diſtreſſing, | 
No danger can affright : 
In love's ſweeteſt anguiſh, 
Whilſt thrilling with the pain, 
Who'd not willing languiſh, 
Nor think the ſuffering vain ? 
Then let lovers think them bleſt, 
f Nor repine at froward fate; 
| In each others arms careft, | 
Sh Their bliſs is perfect, tho tis late. 
; [Ereunt CARLO and FIORESCA. 


A | 
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| * | S8S8cENE—A Gothic Hall. l 
[Fl | 3 VIVALDI enters with Err EUA. | 1 
1 0%, e 1 
| li | « My Ellena ! do I once more behold thee ? © 1 
| || Let this embrace be as the ſeal of fatc, ( 
0 And join our hearts for ever. ] 
104 3 «© ELLENA. s 
i | « O, Vivaldi! 
1 8 & To ſee thee thus, in freedom and at eaſe, g 
I Is ſuch exceſs of j Joy, that all the pains | 
Ih: e Endur' d fince laſt we met are blotted out, 

[i WY Like the ſoft traces of the morning dream.” 
Jill 7 VIVALDI. 


1 | But fay, my life, how has the interval 

16 Of ſeparation wrung that gentle breaſt ? 

110 ELLENA. 

| | . Briefly—When torn from thee, before the altar, 

| (11 I was conducted to a dreary hovel, | 

| | *Gainſt which the angry ſea daſhes in vain, 

10 The haunt of dark aſſaſſins. There Spalatro, 

Wi. At dead of night, had ftabb'd me while I reſted, 

1 But Heav'n was wakeful, though half nature ſlept, 

11 Sent my deliverer- and in him a father. | 

11 . VIVALDI. 

| | Merciful powers !——a father ? 

No liſten to my tale, which, tho”. leſs potions 

Is not leſs full of wonder. Hither brought, 

One night I ſtarted from a fev'riſh dream 
Of that dark monk, whom I have told thee of; 
When lo] cloſe to my couch, the boding phantom 
Glar'd on me, menacing. His arm was bare, * 
And in his graſp a dagger. 


7 
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In fierce and awful accents he denoun * 
Th' aſſaſſin who had us'd it; and, for proof, 
Bade me to call the holy Prieſt who heard 8 
The wretch himſelf confeſs the ſavage murder 
Of his own wife. Ev'n now T have obey'd him. 
But O, my Ellen, think of my ſurpriſe, 1 


To find our foe, Schedoni, was that villain. 
ps GH w  BLLBNAGT19 9k 


What aid Vivaldi ? -Was Schedoni he? | 

Horror of horrors '{/heftands in dumb amazement. 
.VIVALDI. 

| What means my better ſelf ?+--ſpeak plainly to me; 


Deſtroy me not by this ſoul-dead' ning lupo. 
A ELLEN A. 


What haſt 75 done ?--A murderer 1. Scbedoni! 
Murder a wife l. -a mother than and I-—— 
| aints in his arms. 
VIVALDI.. 
My * ſtagger-with this blow unknown. 
e Can he be then? — Tis impoſſible 
SRE DON I enters, guarded, | 
- +.-.,, _ SCHEDONI, 
Nay, ſhed. the blood that ſcarcely. warms 44 * 
Thy ſteel were merciful to thoſe raſh words, 


That belliſh hatred, leyell'd at my life. hi 
; VIVALDI. | 


Yet tell me, tho' the ſound ſhould ſtrike me dead; 
(And ſure, if thou be he, death were moſt welcome) 
Speak, _ prevent my queſtion, © 
+, SCHEDONI. 
Thy worſt fears 
Are realized—thy yengeance is complete. | 
Thy accuſation finks who came to fave thee ; 
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Tears rom thee thy Ellens,—In one word, 1 
| I 
| 


VIVALDI, . :/, | 
The parent of my love 0 fatal raſhneſs | | 
Thus proſtrate at your feet behold me, father: 
A 'In mercy take the life which has deftroy'd you. 1 
| While yet death's counterfeit fits on her brow, ( 
And veils the glance, that kills with its reproach, 
Let me expire; nor ever view thoſe, beams, 
That J have ſtrangled in a ſea of blood. 
SCHEDONT, : { 
] 
4 
f 


No, live. — To die is rapture to the . 
My Ellena—lſoft, ſhe revives  _ 
ELLENA, (coming flowly to herſelf, at af ſees 
schEDoRI bending over her, upon which, with 
1 en, ah ſhe fhrieks frantiely) | 


ther! 
5 SCHEDONT. ; 


| Hh I cannot bear this. Lead me to your cells 
Employ unheard-of engines to torment me :-- - 
1 Your iron whips, your fires, your breaking wheels, 
Are Eden to the hell that burns within „ 
1115 | T4 ¶ Ruſter or out. 
1111 ZLLENA [gazing wildly on viv ALDI.) 
| © Vivaldi! then to the Guard) 
Lead me to the dungeon of my father. 
N [Exeunt ſeverally, 
| = The Chamber of ſecret Examination The MONK 
k | ſitting in his Tnguifitor's Garb. 
1 | SCHEDONT brought in. 3%. 
141 JA — + 1. HA 
1 Moſt holy Father, let me break. through forms, 
2 
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And, by confeſſion of my crimes,, diſmiſs 

The frigid toil of flow and creeping proof. 4 

I am a wretchyfor whom no hope remains | 

In being. and ii therefore beg to die 5 4 
: ANSALDO, 1 2 

Does this deſpair „5 fon > 


Or from unlook'd for proofs of your offences ? 
- SCHEDONI. 


From both. But deem not that I ſtate it ſo 

To ſhun, by ſorrow for repented guilt, 

One torture of my puniſhment. ' By heaven 

I could as ſoon claſp Etna in his rage, 

And think his flaming fountain were the ſoft 

4} Deſcending ſhower that dews the breaſt of earth, 
th As feel the miſery that rages in me, 

And hear of mercy, 


f ANSALDO. 
Vet : ſubdue deſpair IS 
It is ; rebellion to true penitence, 
| Which half obliterates Rn: fin, - 
, With gentle tears. | 
| SCHEDONI, 
J I have been all my life 
tube flave of paſſion in its fierce excels. 
I had a wife had! for ſhe lives not now, 
Whom moſt injuriouſly I treated She, 
Of high indignant ſpirit, with diſdain 
Requited my negle&—till jealouſ , 
Of that which I contemn'd, ſeiz d on my brain, 
And made me vigilant o'er which I hated. 
Myjealouſy ſoon ſingled out an object. 
day aum n abſence, 


— 
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I overhear'd what hurried me to frenzy. 1.41 
I hied me to a lattice, and\beheld + 
The traitor on his knees before m wife; 
Whether ſhe roſe, reſenting his . a 

Or that ſhe heard my ſtep, I cannot ſay. 

I did not pauſe to queſtion, but ſtraight ruſh'd, 
To ſtab the villain who had wrong'd me He 
Eſcap'd my vengeance—rage demanded prey— 


My wife wan the poinard, and I fled. 
ANSALDO. 


oO fatal rathneſs! wet Tiremember: 


; The occaſion and the crime. 
| | SCHEDONI. 


How, you remember 
ANSALDO. 


- Yes! Count de Bruno! or memory muſt fail, 
I was the ſuitor of your beauteous wife. 


SCHEDONS. 
Say, was ſhe innocent 
o | | ANSALPDG. 
| WW ©. She was moſt innocent. 


Stung with remorſe, I hurried from the world 

| And took the cowl—In the confeſſional | 
3 Upon St. Marco's eve, ſome fourteen years ſince, 
| | | Your ſorrows in the ſilence of the night 


| Breath'd through the grate, and waken'd Wan 
„ ScHEbDeNI. 
were you then that Anſaldo! Gracious powers! N 
| Fg , f ANSATD®. 
Nothing more ure. 1 e e unknown 7A 
| convent, j 4 . e 4 


2 
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Which ſtill you nouriſn d in the cloiſter's + 210 
I am the Monk of Fort Paluzz—He or > 


Who ſought to ſnatch Vivaldi from your ſnare. 

What more T am, A 1 W ſhall tell, 

Come forth, Olivia. 45 

The Si ifer, named oLIvia, at San ne 

enter. * 

(obi advances,” and throws aſide her Veil ) | 
(2h SCHEDONI farting.) | 

It is my wife, my murder'd innocent, 

Matilda, ſpeak, art thou thus very ſhe? © 

Or does my guilty mind. create the vial. 


To n my deſpair by vain illuſion 
OLIVIA, 


I am Matilda, more rejoic'd to view 

This change wrovght in the heart, than I could be 

To claſp the wealthy honours of the world, : 

And hear < nation ſtyle me ſovereign. | 

VIVALDI and ELLENA are brought in—ELLENA 
runs to the feet of oLIVIA * 

ELLENA, 
My dear preſerver— Ah, that veil you gave me 
SCHEDONI. 


Didſt thou beſtow thy veil upon Elena ?. 
- .,OLIVIA,. 


Idid; what means ? „ 
schEDoNI. hy C 


Woitats, ſhe is 5 thy child. (they fly into each others 
armf. "= | = 


ANsALpo. $41 
is my triumph o'er miſtaken paſſion, 


— n love can give! 
1 2 
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Or rather, it is love ſublim'd and „ 
From all its ſenſual _ properties. 
Euter a Second FAML * : x ih 
2d ramiLian 1» 
; Count Vivaldi, yonder i 18 A fellow. * We 5 
The moſt outrageous that I ever handled. 
He ſwears and dances---ſays. he'll eat his way 
Through iron bolts and chains t to reach * maſter. 


« 3% 2404) VIVALDL., : 
Let wh come. to us tis my Kithfal⸗ Tale. | 


be b (runs in.) 


'PAVLLO. - Rae 

What's this? Did I hear truly! ? Is my * 
ſafe? Free from the foul claws of theſe harpies ? 
I could dance--I/ could fing---l could laugh. 
Forgive me; but I feel I muſt crys or my heart 
will | burſt. 


VIVAI DI. N 
But who are theſe—Paullo, ſee who come yet 
CARLO brings. an PIORESCA.... ok 
CARLO. 


There is no S wad of flight Behold him fre. 
I have fed long enough on ſighs and 
« Let me enjoy a little tranſport, will du? 
Think us not v6id of feeling, though our office 
« It is to puniſh guilt, Believe me, friendz, 1 

There is no ear that loves the voice of paß, 
« And thoſe tough ſineus that apply the t 
Shake often at ae. Nor is his whe 
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« Who ſuffers, th' only one bedew'd with tears.” 
My fellows come g greet your glad acquittal. 
| 22 SCHEDONI. 


We thank them heartily. Be happy, children. 
Matilda, join your benediction with me. 

May it fall thick in bleſſedneſs upon you; 

And let one throb of charitable pity - 

Soften the cenſure of your erring father. 


Come, my Matilda. Our remains vf 
Shall yet be ſooth'd by harmony and Kt. 
Let all who hear me fling away ambition, 
For O, I know the fury is remorſeleſs, 


r The bonds of duty ſhrivel in her blaze, 
J And nature is the victim at her altar. 


, © PAULLo {to Fioreſca. ) 

Do you hear that my delicate anchovy ? Fi joreſca, 
girl, keep down. ambition: I know what heart 
thoſe eyes aim at, but beware ; and yet ſo 
pleaſe my lord Vivaldi, I care not if they hi their | 
mark, 


* 
* 


vVIv AT Dre 
* her, good Paullo, and favour with her. 


sckEDORI. 
Now go we on to Naples. There lives one 
Who muſt partake our joy, and my 

Then wilt we to the Convent of my — 

Ane praiſe the power who triumphs in the heart. 


* 


| FINALE. 


J 


e. 
enonbs. 2 © 
e 


ee 


High heav'n to praiſe, 
Our voices raiſe, 


* 5 


1 * 


Is cherfol firains, Fioreſct, W 
Win e Oar cn nt 
Fronzse . 

460 that! oer £xture trantponls probe, 
r ach virtuous loro! 
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